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Raxoir, a French Barber, oo. Ms. WII cox. 


Dramatis Perſanæ. 
NIE N. 


Peartree, a Gardener, in Love 
with Margery , þ a6. SALWAT 


Ralo, his Friend. Mr. H. WEA. 


Phy, a Waterman, deſign'd to 
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tor to Margery, 
if? Brideman. 
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WOMEN 


Margery, a Fruit-Gatherer, in 
Love with Peartree. 
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Mother to Margery. Mrs. EGLE TON. 
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THE 
WEDDING. 
© SCENE I. 

ter the Overture, the Curtain — | up, and dif- 


covers Peartree alone, lying in a melaticholy Pofture 
upon the Bank-Side of Fulham. + : 


PEARTREE. . 


IND flowing Thames, thy Waves move 
{lowly on, 

And gently daſh againſt the worn-out 
Stone; TR 

s if they fear d too rudely to embrace 

he tott' ring Piles of this our Landing-Place. 

So when to Love- Toys I have been inclin'd, 

nd preſs d my Marg ry to be true and kind; 

eſt with her Boddice- Bones I'd done her Harm, 

round her Waiſt, L'ad gently throw my Arm. 

his Day's Spring- Tide too ſure does ſympathiſe 

ith my ſad Suffering, and ſwelling riſe Y 
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To an uncommon Height; and ſeems to ſay, Wh 
O Garden! I cou'd ever with thee ſtay; 8 gur 
But Current forces, and I muſt away. we Rot 
So to my Margery J oft have cry'd, 5 Z 
As I fat gath'ring Peaſecods by her Side; | f 
O Marg ry! I cou d ever with thee ſtay, | 
But the Tide ſerves, farewel, I muſt away. P 
Then I was bleſt, but O! I ne'er ſhall more 
Help her to gather in the Market Store! In r 
Adieu Stocks=Market, farewel Common-Garden ! Of 
Where I have taken many a lucky Farden. Not 
Farewel this once lov d Bank, and purling Stream, 
Which, with my Madge, a Paradiſe did ſeem: 8 Al 
Now all is vaniſh'd, like an idle Dream. R 
AIR I. Gently touch the warbling Lyre, 
Many Love Fits I have had, 
But none e er like this have known ; 
This Wench's Charms have made me Mad, 
And quite turn d me upſide down. 
'As Leeks and Onions to Broth reliſh give, 
om her I Life and Foy receive. „ . 
Some ſay, Peaſe-Porridge burſts the Gut; Ma. 
Surely Love will break the Heart : &. 3 
I had never ſeen this Slut, | 
I neer then had felt this Smart. Had 


O cruel Madge, be yet my Bride! 
not, may Tom drub well thy Hide. 


Scene II. Enter Rako. | 


Rako. Hey day! Peartree alone, and melancholy! 
What can occaſion this ſurprizing Folly ! = 


holy! 
Vhat 


ABaitap-Oezxa ' 1 
What ails the Man! he neither ſees, nor hears 3 
Sure thou art boozy with thy own falt Tears! 


Rouze Man, and ſpeak, ſhake off this ſullen Mood. 
Pear. Rako, thou haſt to me been ever 
Ralo. Peartree, thou know'ſt, I'd ſerve thee with 

my Blood. 
Pear. We long have lov d, thy Faichfulnefs I've 


In many a Bairle 1 by my Side. 
Of ev'ry Joy but thee 1 am bereft; 
Now thou art all the Comfort I have left. (Oi. 


AIR II. Whilft the Town's brim fall of Folly.” 


Rako. Jhilft the Town runs all a Gadding, 
You lye ſuiv ling here a Madding ; + 
Dey fing, dance, and TOY e 


Why all this puling, crying, pining 2 I 
Hang all ſobbing, fighing, whining ;. 
_ Prithee riſe, be gay and laugh. 


Why do you ery ? 


Pear. Ralo, In Love I'm croſt; 
Marg'ry my Sweetheart, Margery is loſt. 
_ Rako. Ah Peartree, you're too good, and love too 
true; N f 
Had you firſt {lighted her, ſhe a d follow d you. 


Al R I. Bury-Fair. | 


No more let Sorrow pain you; 
Since Madge has prov'd unkind 

What tho one falſe diſdain you, 
An hundred more you'll find. 0 

Refrain 
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Refrain your Love, ſhe'll ſue for't, 

And follow you the more; 6 
The falſe Slut then will rue for t, 

And ſoon your Foy reſtore. 
Then merry merry, merry merry, merry merry, be, 
And rove and range, and range and rove like me. 


Pear. This Preaching's vain 3 we love, and, as a 
Token, * 4.4% 
'A crooked Sixpence was between us broken. 
Yet, do I live to ſay it! I am croſt, 
And my dear belt lov'd Margery is loft. 
Rako. This is a Blow I did not dread ! - 
What, is ſhe falſe, or ſick, or is ſhe dead? 
| Pear. Mine is the ſaddeſt Chance that e er you knew: 
She lives, yet's dead; ſhe's falſe, and yet ſhe's true. 
6 Being to Goodneſs from her Youth inclin'd, 
Whate'er the Parſon ſays, ſo fills her Mind, 
That, tho' ſhe loves me, dearer than her Life, 
Tobey Mamma, ſhe'll be another's Wife. 
Tom Ply! who's lately to our Pariſh come! 8 
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Tom Ply! by whoſe curſt coming I'm undone! 

But he has Gold alas, and I have none! 
Rake. What Pity tis, ſo ill a Woman ſhou'd + 

A Daughter have ſo dutiful, and good | / 


AIR IV. When bright Aurelia, 


; | How curft is Woman's greedy Mind ! 
if To Riches ſtill inclin 1 
iſ 
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Where Wealth is, they will none reſuſe; 
7 The Devil himſelf with Money chuſe ; 
4 To true Love always blind, 

1 8 Pear. 


ear. 


4 ABATLTIAD-Or EIA. * 
Pear. This is the Day, the cruel Fates decree, 

That Margery and Ply, muſt marry'd be! 

ere, as to Church they go, I will receive 

er laſt Farewel, and take my fatal Leave. 

eave did I ſay ! That Thought I cannot bear! 

o, from the Traytor's Arms I will her tear. 

hall e er ſo true a Pair of Lovers part? 5 

7 oner theſe Hands ſhall tear the Villain's Heart 3 

Dr, in a Cauſe ſo honeſt, and ſo juſt, - 

eat out his Brains, and roll him in the Duſt, 


AIR v. Bartholomew-Fair. 


I pluck up a Courage, ere he to Church ſpall go; 
Love has not ſo charm d me, 
Nor fear ſo diſarm'd me, 
To bear it ſo: 
0 he's ſuch a ſturdy Looby, built ſo ſtrong and tight, 
I box, kick, cudgel, or wreſtle, to gain her by t. 


„ 
* 


Rako. Peartree, this Courſe Marg iy will ne'er 
approve, | | | 
pd by it you will ſurely loſe her Love. | 

Pear. Raka, thou doſt not know the bitter Pain, 

is to love; and, tho” beloy'd again, * 8 
r both to ſigh, and wiſh, yet wiſh in vain, | 
ke flaming Marrow-Bones I fry, I burn! 
ith Love and Rage my Heart is rent and corn, 

ke an old Garment that has long been worn! 

Rako. Alas! I pity you, and feel your Grief ; 
it Pity's fruitleſs that brings no Relief. | 


AIR 
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And eacł bright Star to him a Sun appears. 


| The Riſing-San, which he muſt ne er ſee more. 


? 4 
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| : 
AIR VI. Bath: Med,” my 9 
Be ever merry,” ' - 


| Brick, gay, and mn „ an 

Tit but af ©» © EET: 
To be melancholy + 'e *: 13 ER 

Ne er think of T, o-Morrow, 72 2.144 
Baut caſt off all Sorrow; ll t 


Nr car bing and caring belongs to the Great. 
Content is "Treaſure, 


Gives Foy. athout Meaſurem © * "Me... 
Wealth is but a Bubble MY N 

Of Nu and Trouble * + 1 
' While great ones grieve daily, "22 -:-; 
We'll laugh and frag gayly, f Pe 


And look with Contempt on their wretched. hard Fate 


Pear. Like one that's to the Gallows doom'd an 1 
Who knows, when Morning comes, that he muſt die 
mo Night to him, ſo horrid does appear, 74 

e ſighs and, ſometimes, wiſhes Morning near; 
Then, ſtarting at the Thoughts of coming Day, 
He weeps, and wiſhes Night wou'd ever ſtay. 
Oft looks he for the Light he ſo much fears, 


But when Morn comes, then all his Hopes are o'ef;} 
With fruitleſs Sighs and Tears he does deplore ; 


Py , 


A I R VII. Ol how pleaſant are young Lovers, 


Wald up Holbourn 7 were ſailing, 1 

In a Cart to Tyburn- Tree! 1 

Since my Love is not prevailing, 
* Friendly 3 ſet me * 


4 Bini Ora 


99 and Comfort now forſake me, 
Nought but Death can give me Eaſe; 
Grief and Sorrow overtake me ; 


There Id. fwing, and die in Peace; 


Rako. Iv Ro now thought which Way to all 
thy Pain; 
Il break this March, and ſer all right again. 
Pear. Away, you flatter me; it cannot be. 
Roto. It ſhall : Take e and leave the reſt 
ene 
JE laid a Scheme, T'll warrant you, will "I ; 
*: which, anon, I will inform you too. 
„ler he i is;  Peartree, be mild and mee 
: Rage be dumb, and like « Lover ſpeak. 
Bir: She comes, ſhe comes, whoſe Beauty 0 
undone me; N 
d ſhe comes, to go for ever from me! \ 
0. Let's hide ourſelves behind the Bavk, 
and ee, + | 
„as thou griev'{t for her, ſhe orieves for thee; 0 
Or if, like other Women, falſe ſhe be. — 


AIR VIII. 0 cara Speme. Minver. 


if Ply's 'S fre Speeches, | 
And welklin'd Breeches, 
Marg bewitches, 


Twill give yu Dian, 


Then by To-morrow, 
You'll laugh at Sorrow, - 
Aud. from ber borrow ' | 

> > har for our Fay 
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The WEDDING: 


Scexz III. Margery alone. 


AIR IX. Send back my long-ſtray'd Eyes. 


Tho humble are my Birth and State, 
Tet I am wretched as the Great! 
Pm forc d like them, for paultry Pelf, 
In Love diſtreſs'd, © 
By Duty preſs'd, 
To pleaſe Mamma, and plague my ſelf. 


var. 


Here, with my Peartree, often have I ſat, 

Till tann'd in Sunſhine; wetted thro' my Hat! 
But Rain or Shine, twas all alike; poor I 
For nothing elſe did care, ſo he were by! 
Peartree, the comelieſt Youth my Eyes eer ſaw ! 
Peartree ſo wile, that what he ſaid was Law! 
Peartree ſo ſtout, he kept the Town in Awe! 
Peartree, belov 'd of all the Maids ! yet he, 
Pfaith's true-hearted, and loves none but me. 


arg 


Scexe IV. Enter Peartree. Far. 
T come, dear Madge, to ſay no more but this; 
Before I die, let's have a parting Kiſs. | | 

Marg. Ay, take it, Peartree, whilſt tis mine te 
give 
And may it laſt as long as both ſhall live. 
I am not marry'd yet; I will, I will, arg. 
Tho' *twixt my Love and me there ſtood a Hill 
High as the Monument, or run a Stream ar. 
Wide as the Thames, I'd venture thro” to him: arg. 


th. 
0 No | 


ABAILIIAD-OpRRA. 11 


or Hills, nor Streams, my Love and me ſhould 
art; 
match him thus, thus hold him to my Heart! 
it I muſt go, the WEpDI Ng ſtays for me; 
curſed Wropixo, ſince tis not to thee! 
[ Going, 
AIR X. Dear pretty Maid. 


ear. Dear Margery | 

Stay, ſtay and ſee 4 
Your Peartree's cruel Pain; 5 

Dear Margery, pray pit me, 


Pray pity me, 
Aud eaſe poor Peartree s Pain, 


Eyes. 


arg. Dear Peartree turn, 
See, ſee me burn 
With Love as hot as thine; 
With thee I'd wed, | 
But Pm forbid ; 
Ah me, th worſe Luck is mine! 


ear. Remember, dear Madge, 5 oft 7 have turn d. 


en I left thee behind ; 
this ; The Scarecrow ſo 
| Moves to and fro, z | 
nine tc | With every Blaſt of Wind, "0 
Dear Marg'ry turn. 


arg. See, ſee me burn 
With Love hot as thine. 
ar. With thee I'd wed.” 
arg. But I'm forbid. p 
th. Ah me, th* worſe Luck is mine ! 


B 2 Pear. 
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Pear. O my lov'd Maig'ry, muſt we, muſt we part! 
Marg. My Mother is reſolvd to break my Heart 
O Peartree, Peartree ! —— 
Pear. O my Margery ! 
Marg. Where are you, Love? (fer Crying) I 
can't ſee ! 


Enter Mother. 


Mother. Come, come, make haſte; old Swee 
hearts part too flow; 
It now grows late, and we to Church muſt go. 
Pear. And mult I loſe her! muſt I at laſt deſpair! 
What have I done, that I this Plague muſt bear ? 
If I had been a wild, unruly Youth, 
Had Lying lov'd, and had not {poke the Truth; 
Or if my Parents I had diſobey d, 

And when I ſhould have work d, had idly play d; 
Or if to wicked Whoring I were us'd, nn 
Or with ill Language Gentlefolks abus'd; 
Then my Affliction had indeed been juſt 3 
But now I ſuffer only "cauſe I muſt. 

Marg. Part with my Peartree! part, and wee 

another! : | 
O cruel Ply, and much more cruel Mother ! 


AIR XI. Don't you rumple my 'Touzy. 


Mother. In vain, in vain is Delaying; 
The Parſon waits, 
And Ply intreats, 
In vain, in vain is Delaying ; 
Tou trifle the Time away : 
The People are all in a raking, 
To think that your Spouſe you're forſaking 3 
The Bride Cake too is a baking, 


Tou muſt no longer ſtay, Thoi 


part hou ſniv'ling Carrion, hold thy fooliſh'Tongue 3 
leart Ir. Ph's Patience has been try'd too long. 
hou ſham'ſt thy Breeding too, as one may fay, 
o misbehave thus, on thy Wedding-Day. 
ing) ich crying thus, thy Face is almoſt ſpoil'd; 
he Leg of Mutton will be overboil'd. 
Warry come up; why here's a Rout I tro; 

When I, like you, was to be Wed, I know, 
Swee was a little ſqueamiſh too, and ſhy, & 


zut then I didn't blubber, whine, and cry, 

0. ho' I was loth the rickliſh State to try. 

eſpair Wer after all, I boldly ventur'd on, | 

dear? nd bleſs'd my Stars next Morn, that it was done. 


IR XII. From me to thee ſhe turns her Eyes. 


Don t fly, 
Comply 

And take your Spouſe ; 
*Ere Morn you'll ſmiling ſay 
d well Tuas vain to Weep, 

1 And flrive to keep 

What muſt and will. away, ©. 
% Fear a while the Maid alarms, 

Love's Tryal ſoon that Fear diſarms, 
And drives all Care away. [ Exit, 


Marg. Sure they're deceiy'd, who think with 
Grief to die! | 

It leaſt I cannot, while my Peartree's by! 

1 The Daizy thus, that decks the flow ry Fields, 

ing 5 neath the Plowman's heavy Hobnails yields; 
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Shrinks, droops, inclines its Head, and does not 
| thrive, | Jay 

Yet while the Day remains, it keeps alive, 

Warm'd and prelerv'd by the enliv'ning Sun; 

But withers quite, and dies when that is gone. 
Pear. Ah: whither art thou going? Curſed 
Thought! | 4 

Now I cou'd call thy Mother all to naught, 

Run mad, fall out, and fight to keep thee Mine 

Ply has no Right, and I can ne'er Reſign ! 

Moy, When I am dead, my Mother'll wiſh too 
ate, 


She had*at forc'd on me the Man I hate. | 
When that Time comes, let this Thought dry her 


Eyes; 
I more than ſaid, I learnt my Catechiſe 


AIR III. Con forza a Scoza. 


m loſt for ever! 
Peartree will never 
More have the Favour 
To kiſs his poor Fool ! 
Unlucky Gipſy ! 
Sure I was tipſy, . = 
Or rather ſtark mad when I promis'd this Tool 


Grief beyond Meaſure ! 
Tre bſt a Treaſure ! 
Such an Armful of Pleaſure 
As never was boyn ! 
Amongſt all Curſes, 
Sure the worſt is | 
To love, yet be forc'd to wed where 1 fog A 
ear, 


A BALIADP-O EAA Is: 


Pear, We're like two Kittens long together bred, 
hat fondly lov'd, and innocently play d; 
ill one of cruel Heart, and ſpiteful Pow'r, 
onveys em both into the Common- Shore 
he Male by chance ſticks in the clogging Mud, 
Whe tender Female's driven down the Flood 
heir Death together gladly they receive, 
nd more their Parting, than their Dying grieve. 
t O! in vain to meet, they iruggling try 5 
ke us they part, and ſeparately die. 
[ Peartree is haul'd out one Way, - 
and Margery another. 


Sc NE V. Enter Razoir apart: 


Rax. Morbleu, vat I ſal do? Margery marry ! 
ure Razoir in Love dus to miſcarry ! 

eu de Hope of living upon Sallat ! 

ven me drown, me ſal make von good Ballad: 
do de Vater ſtop pore Razoir's Breath, 

E Sonnet he ſal live vid her after his Death. 


; AIR XIV: French Air. 


O vat a Pain is Love ! 
Me canno bear de Smart; © 
Cupid is von grand Rogue 
To pierce me vid his Dart. 
If Margery prove cruel, 
Me go no more to Town ; 
De Tames ſall quens de Fuel, 
For dare me vill go drown. Exit. 


* Sczxx 


is Tool 


ſcorn !, 
Pear. 
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SCENE VI. ners 


AIR XV. March i in Eloridaute. 


| Ply. On this happy Day 
That baniſhes all Care away, 
To celebrate 
Our happy State, 
Tet every one be gay. 


Chorus. FEE fing Boys, let's be gay, 
Upon this happy, happy Day; 

And celebrate 

Their happy S tate 


With Mufick, Mirth; and Play. 


Ply y. This is the happy Day | 
That gives me Joy and Pleaſure; ; 
Bleſt Ply, happy now, | 
Beyond all Meaſure. 


Chorus. This is the happy Day, 
That gives you Foy and Pleaſure ; 4 


Bleſt Pair 5 happy RoW, 
Beyond all Meaſure. |, 


Ma Ceaſe _ gay Sounds, nor aught that $ 


. frisky play; 
Your Fiddles break, and throw the Sticks away, 


Or tune your mournful ſt Notes upon this Day; 
And with my doleful Ditty bear a Part, 
Sung with a — Voice, and broken Hea 


f 


O Peartree ! - 


J 
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Ph. Marg vy, how you ſhew your Wit; 
hinking on him, poor Wretch, you me forget, 
Mother. Why, what a Whining's here! Huſly 
a done: 

re I know beſt who's fit to be my Son. 

here's Mr. Ply can keep a Pair of Oars, 

nd has got Money to pay Alehouſe Scores. 


AIR XVI. -Come follow, follow me. 


+ That Wench is ſurely bleſt, 

Whoſe Love has Store of Cold: L 
Of all Things that's the beſt, 4 
To have, and eke to hold. N I 

Other Joys will fade away, | 
But Love with Gold will ever ſtay. 


17 


n 0. r that Peartree's handſome ; that may 
: 2 

Ink myſelf a finer Man than he. 

arg. Lud how he ſtruts; how odious is his 

| Face! | | ; 
undone Madge, how, wretched is thy Caſe, 

ſs you ſave me from his loath'd Embrace! 


AIR XVII. Tis my Glory. 


. 


t that's Co thou Varlet, 
| Wied ſome Harlot, 
$ away, That has danc d behind a Cart. 
Day; 
Tho my Mother | 
n Hea Makes this Pother, ” _ 


7 | Thou foalt never have * Heart. 
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Love alone can that command, Ne 
Tho thou, thief-like, ſteal ſt my Hand; 

Tet Madge will ever love her Peartree. 


Go thou Elf, 
Hang thy Pell, 
1 love Peartree. 


Mother. Out, out, alas! thou want'ſt thy M 
ther's Wit; | 
Thou can'ſt not tell what Men or Things are fi 
Cou'dſt thou judge well, thou'dſt not make all ti 
| Pother : 
For ſuch a worthleſs Fellow : Mind thy Mother 
Who better knows; ſee here what J preſent ye 
A Man of his great Parts may ſure content ye. 
Ply. Ay, by my Troth, ſuch Parts as he has nf 
Were I to ſhew my Strength, he'd go to Pot. 


For Skill in Fight, tho' Bragging is my Scorn, t 
*Tis known a ſtouter Fellow ne'er was born. 
When brave Fullhamians and Putneyians foughty Ml Ma 
'To be their Captain I moſt fit was t ht. artr 
T led 'em on, and thought to gain the Day, Ph. 
Till poor Fullhamians gan to run away; Pur 
Then lifting up my mighty Boat-hook high, Ma 
I'll conquer yet Fullhamiams, did I cry, hat 
Before my Courage, which did never fail, hen 
Men fell as thick as Hops, or Winter's Hail. nere 
When they no longer cou'd my Force abide, Mot 
I took their Part, and beat the t'other Side. . 

| | Ma, 
Aorget 
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AIR XVIII. Ghoſts of e'ery Occupation? 


Of with Men of ſturdy Faſhion, 
E'ery Rank and e ery Nation, . 
Ive my Courage try d in Battle; 
Broke their Bones and made em rattle, 
Then leſt em ſprawling in their Blood. 
Hef ring Braves that roar'd like Thunder, 
I have fought, and made knock under. 
In this Town Pre kept my Charter, 
And would never yet give Quarter. 
Back=-ſword Bullies, 
Fencing Cullies, 
Boxing Whipſters, 
IWreſiling Tripſters, 
; And ever made my Party good: 
mis is nothing to what I have dane: 
Mother. Sure I have got an Angel for my Son, 


— 4 Marg. A lying, bragging Devil, rather ſay 
hr. artree's an Angel, whom you drive away. 
R Ph. Say what you will; butPll take care, d'ye ſee; 
7. , F . 
Pur Angel ne er ſhall make a Devil of me. 
zh, Marg. O never fear, ſince I muſt be your Wife; 
I 


hat is, muſt be made wretched for my Life; 

hen once the Marriage Ceremony's o'er, 

never will behold my Peartree more. 

Mother. That's my good Child, you ſay but 

what is fit; 

nd Peartree then, you quickly will forget. 

Marg. 1 not think upon him, cruel Mo- 
ther! 

orget my Peartree! is there ſuch Another? : 

C 2 Chickens 
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Chickens ſhall be forgotten by the Hen; 


And Maids of fifteen never think of Men; 
The Valleys all be dry, the Hill-Tops wet; 8 


Ply 


A thouſand Things ſhall be that ne'er were yet; 
If, while I live, my Peartree I forget 


Scene VII. | Enter Peartree and Rako. 


Pear. I'm come once more, to gaze upon thy Face, 
To take a Kiſs, and beg a laſt Embrace. 
| [ They embrace. Ma 
| Ph. Sure you have little Value for your Life, ou? 
That dare before my Face thus hug my Wife. 
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Pear. Before thy Face, thou Fool; and Wiſe, 57 
iy and ame? > T7 
#y O! Marg'ry, Marg ry, teach me how to bear! ere 
I Ply. No Man that wears a Head dares uſe me ſo, ¶ be 
1 And Il have Satisfaction ere you go. r 
| Let's this decide by Boxing; fain I'd fry, Ws c 
Who Marg ry beſt deferves, or You, or J. y 
| nl IS { 
AIR XIX. To Arms. dl. 
; ll 
Come on, come on, come on, come on, 
The Battle let us try : | e 1 
7 Madge is the Prize; | wt P 

Here before her Eyes, 7 
I will conquer, or I'll die. Ly I 


Pear. I come, I come, I come, I come, 
Who never yet did flinch : 
For all yur Huff, 
T work your Buff, 
Till you ſball not ſtir an Inch. 5 
| $ y. 


A BALILIAD-OP EIA. 
Ply. See ſee me ſpit, and clinch my Fift, 
See here's a Leg and Wriſt : 


Succeſs depends on this, and this, and this, and this, 
Which you ha'n't Pow'r to hurt. 
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Both. Come ſtrip into your naked Buff, 
And ſee who beſt ean cuff”; 
For Marg'ry Ill o'ercome or die; 
Come on then, let us try, let us try, &c. 


mbrace Marg. Peartree you're moſt unkind; you know, if I 
ife, ou'd ſee you box, the Fright wou d make me die. 
| | [ 4 Noiſe behind the Scenes. 
Wife, Ply. What Noiſe is that? 
Brideman. Pl! tell thee : t'other Day, 
r! re was at Neighbour Stitch's Houſe a Fray: 
me ſo, ih being but a Taylor had the worſe, 


the grey Mare e en prov'd the better Horſe * 
that the Shrew's great Courage may be known, 
y ride to Day forſooth a Skimmington. 

Wis fad Example ſtrongly will aflure you, 
dlock's not always bleſt ; e'en let that cure you: 
i'll find more Woe than Pleaſure with a Spouſe, 
n tho' thro' Virtue ſhe ſhou'd ſpare your Brows. 
e is the Devil, Marriage all a Cheat, 

t Peartree have her; and do you retreat. 

is a fine Thing to ride about the Town; 

ay now obſerve, and make the Caſe your own. 


Scene 
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Your ſly Conveyance has at laſt miſcarry d; 


And pay the King no Duty 
Pl. + 
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Scenes VIII. 


The March ſung by the Women, who precede the 
KSkimmington Ceremony, as it enters. 


AIR XX. March in Scipio. 


Good Wives pray learn, 
Your Husband's Rage to quell : 
And follow this Example, 
Whenever they rebel. 


This Man-like buxom Dame, 
The Breeches long has worn; 

Henceforth no more be tame, 
But valiant in your Turn. 


: 
N 
0 
2 
4 


After the Skimmington is gone by, enter Officers, whoiſ 
ſeize Ply. 


Then good Wives all pray learn, &c. 


Officer. Friend, we Arreſt you. 
Ply. — Surely you are miſtaken. 
. Come, come, no Shuffling; that won'th 

ſave your Bacon. 


You muſt with us, inſtead of being Marry d. 
We ſeize both You and your ill-gotten Wealth, 
Being inform'd you ſmuggle Goods by Stealth 3 


Pox of ill Luck ! 


y. 
Thar it ſhou'd happen now; I'm 'Thunder * 


* 
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Pitcher to the Well, tho” oft does come, 
Tis brought, like me, at laſt quite broken home. 

They carry Ply of. 
[Peartree and Margery run into 
each other's Arms. 


SCENE IX. AIR XXI. Kea Minuet. 


Marg. See, ſee, how the Pow'rs Above, 
Ever reward and bleſs true-bearted Love 
Now Ply's gone, Pm Peartree's again ; 
Welcome all Pleaſure, farewel to al Pain. 
In thy Arms I ſhall be, 
Free from Harms, bleſt in Thee, 


Now Joy returns again. 


Pear. O! my dear Marg'ry, OI my o'erfond Heart! 
ow tell thy Mother we muſt never part. 


; AIR XXII. Chloe proves falſe. 
ers, who * | | 
Mother. Wee Sogn Miſchief this Rogue has been 


ede the 


ewing. 5 
Marg. Thank my kind * "tis now quite over- 
blown. 


n. 

it won'th Pear. Since your dear Daughter i is thus ſav'd from 
| ; Ruin, 8 

; Hear a true Lover uo longer frown. 

. Marg. Tour Looks diſcover, * = 

alth, Tour Fury is over. 

ilch; Pear. Tour Bleſſing now we crave, * 


Mother. That you ſhall freely have, 
Tour Joys to crown, 


oO mm uy - _ - 
Sm l * 


» F 
_ — —  — 
* * * 4 = 
; - 
mY : 


£7 —_——- 
"VF pe 9 * : * 


— — 
1 3 
- 

SQ * 


93 
yh 
% : 


. - * - Lo _ A — 
: —_ _——— x 3 
4 + We Ow 82 2 * 1 
- l 1 | 


ao en Vn nn gg IE ou, 


8 WEDDING, Po 
v Meter Since L was thus Yeeriv 'd, Ne 
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Fon I'm reſoly' d never to part your more: 


My Girl ſhall never: marry fach a Cheat; 
Im glad I knew it too, ere twas too late. 


And ſince the Folks are all here at my bidding, | 


Now Tom Ply's gone, it ſhall be Peartree's Weppiw 
+ IX. XXIII. Tamo en © 
W -- EH 0 R U F. 


Moth. Gred Beer and Brandy, and Gir 1 
on one here, ſhall be jovial and gay. 
Pear. Love, Mufick; Dancing; and Kiſſes will fire 
; Tue but Jo al be ſeen on this hs 0 
Mother. Preſſi g. | 2 TM.OQ5 : 
Careſſing, - ek 4 "761 157 * 


Wi th Healths to the deen, Pair. 


Pear. 1455 Singing, enn Pa 18 * | 
Bell. ig, 
- Banif all Care. 


be Good Beer and Brandy, ar. 
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